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Love smiled upon me, and I was bless'd; 
Love touched me and I was healed; — 
Then I knew that God was in the world. 
Dear Love, I dedicate all to Thee, 
Thy hand hath led me to all I am, 
And all I hope to be. Dear God, to Thee. 
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Love's Message 



TRYING MY WINGS. 

I am but a fledgling 
In the nest of God. 
Just trying my wings, 
That I may gain strength,. 
To work for better things. 

Then pardon my failures, 
A bird from the nest. 
Just trying to fly, 
Stumbling and falling. 
With a frightened cry! 

*Tis only by effort, 
Strength comes to the soul. 
Each effort and cry, 
Quickens the spirit 
That it may upward fly. 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 

GOD'S LIVING V^ORD. 

God, Thy book is opened wide, 

1 cannot read without Thy hand to guide 
Me o'er its pages broad and fair, 

And teach me the language written there. 

I am hungry to read, to know, 
To understand, that I may grow 
In wisdom, truth, and power,— 
Be of it a part, live it every hour. 

I would read Thy word as manifest. 
In beauty and all things Thou has blessed; 
And the mystic stirring in the soul. 
Beyond our power to fathom or control. 

There is a link that binds the soul 
To the great universal whole. 
That breathes to us in the silent hour; 
Then, we feel and know its power. 

In some far future time to be. 
In the bounteous eternity, 
We may become one with God, 
And understand His living word. 

Keyser, W. Va., March, 1906. 



LAP OF TIME. 

In the lap of time we are lying 
Close to the heart of God, 
^And our singing and our sighing 
VVre But' tokens of the good 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

That tell of God's love and goodness, 
-When His wisdom is understood ; 
Children rocked by His loving hand. 
Taught to walk without His seeming aid, 
That we may be strong to command, 
A power for good, with beauty fraught, 
Children, obedient to His will. 
Sweet and loving in our thought. 

Keyser, .W. Va., 1906. 



TO JESSIE. 

Why in the valley do you roam 
When the hilltops are full of bloom. 
With a sweet glory all their own. 
For you and for me God has sown? 

See the bright flowers rich with dew. 
Waiting there, dear, to be plucked by you. 
You're only to reach out your hand, 
And pluck the blossoms where they stand. 

They will give you a touch of grace. 
And find in your heart a resting-place ; 
If you will call them home in love. 
Trusting the giver that dwells above. 

They will give you strength and purpose, too, 
The better here your work to do, 
Beauty will shine from out your face. 
When you have found this resting-place, 

3 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

Be happy with prayer and praise, 
With thankful heart, your voice to raise. 
That you are living, breathing here, 
In this glorious atmosphere. 

With love and beauty all around. 
With friends so true that you have found. 
And blessing rare for you to-day, 
That you may better know the way. 

A child of God thou surely art. 
And in His work must take a part; 
To do and dare for right and truth. 
Will bring to you eternal youth, 

Keyser, W. Va., April i6th, 1906. 



EASTER. 



Sweet Easter mom so bright and fair. 
With flowers in blossom everywhere^ 
Adorning church, and maiden, too! 
In fragrant beauty, here for you. 

Sweet music to heaven will rise. 
In anthems pure to reach the skies — 
And meet the angels on their way. 
To pray with us on Easter day. 

With raiment bright on this fair mom — 
All nature sweet when spring is bom — 
We give thanks to God above 
For this beauty and perfect love. 
4 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

Always true beauty, bom of grace, 
Must find in Thee a resting-place, 
Thou gave to us thy beauty rare. 
For thy children here to wear. 

We, in reverence, bow to Thee, 
Aslang that we may ever be 
Thy dear children, in trust and love, 
Worthy a home with thee above. 

Keyser, W. Va., April, 1906. 



CHILDREN OF THE BRAIN. 

Dear children of the brain 
Came tripping in to-day. 

Some singing love's refrain. 
Others, with reverence, pray, 

Dear Hope came in first of all, 
With face all radiant fair, 

Beaming forth her thought to tell. 
Of life without a care. 

Faith, more prayerful, came to say/ 
"My trust has made me free; 

I know that all is well to-day, 
I trust in Deity/' 

Love, in her pure robe of white. 
Came with arms outstretched, 

To bring to all the sacred light, 
And give herself for each. 
5 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

Grace, thou beauteous form of worth, 
Your presence is ever dear ; 

You bring to all that tread the earth, 
A sweeter thought of cheer. 

Charity, sweet sister to love; 

Comes with peace and joy to bless; 
Thou art an angel from above. 

Bringing harmony and rest. 

Beauty, my heart throbs as you come. 
Your charms we love to see. 

You please the eye of every one; 
You are all the world to me. 

Then Wisdom with her head of snow 
Came with measured thread, 

"Be cautious, children, where you go, 
And always by me be led." 

Keyser, W. Va., May 12, 1906. 



LIFE'S AFTERl^OON. 

When in the afternoon of life. 
The evening soon must come; 

When the battle and the strife 
Will cease and victory be won. 

We near the sunset of life's day. 
When evening shades appear; 

And soft zephyrs around us play, 
And the hush of night is near. 
6 
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LOV£'S MESSAGE 

Then sweet voices whisper to us 
Of the coming of the day ; 

And the shades of night will take us. 
To the morning's brighter ray. 

When the glory of the sunrise 
And the dew-drops sparkling bright. 

Thrill with wonder and surprise 
We kfww we have passed the night 

The morning of the great forever. 
Has now opened to our view; 

And the ties that earth must sever, 
Are linked with bond more true. 

Glorious morning of the spirit. 
When sorrow's night is pass'd. 

And God's riches we inherit, 
Forgetting the troubled past 

Cumberland, Md. 



.THE LOOM OF LIFE. 

We are weaving in the loom of life 
The garments we must wear; 
Sometimes in beauty they will shine. 
Again, a darker shade they wear. 
We weave and weave and wrap us round 
With the web we weave each day; 
Then cast it aside, a new one don; - 
So time is passing away. 

7 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

The loom keeps weaving, it will not stop, 
Our weary hand to rest ; 
We throw the shuttle back and forth 
As we draw our mortal breath; 
Often a sin-blot leaves its stain 
Upon this net of life ; 
And again 'tis weary pain, 
Bom from wrong and strife. 

When Discord's thread is woven in 
Its darker shade to mar, 
It leaves a spot, so frail and thin. 
That none would wish to wear. 
Beauty, with its charm of life, 
Making all things bright, 
Rose-tinted, its garments be 
Woven in with light. 

When Hope is woven in the web 

The shuttle plays quick with ease. 

And we note that every thread 

Is woven in to please. 

O gracious Trust, most beauteous thread, 

But few can weave thee well; 

They mar your beauty here, 'tis said. 

And your worth they cannot tell. 

Love with silken thread of golden hue. 
Woven in the web of life ; 
Makes the colors blend for you, 
With richest harmony, 'tis rife. 
Truth the warp should ever be. 
Woven there, with faith and love ; 

Keyser, W. Va., May, 1906. 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

BORROWED LIGHT. 

I would not see by a borrowed light 

My way to truth, and to God be led ; 
But in my soul of trust and right, 

I would draw from the fountain head; 
Where all of spirit draws its breath 

And God gives forth His light. 
To all His children here on earth 

That seek Him in the right. 

Let us drink from the fountain of light 

That comes pure from the heart of God; 
In its waters bathe with delight. 

As we create beautiful forms of good ; 
It brings peace to the soul, love to the heart. 

Strength to our moral being: 
A diviner thought we may impart, 

When knowing and seeing. 

Then on no uncertain road we tread. 

When we walk toward God and light. 
But the spirit by truth is led, 

Always in the path of right. 
Seek the light, O souls that wander, 

And borrow not from man. 
But look above and see up yonder 

A star for you in God's plan. 

A star that will light you through the night 

And keep your feet from straying; ^ 
And in your soul, you will know 'tis ^ight. 

That guiding star obeying. 
Be strong and brave on your way to God, 

For the World may say thee nay, 
But when the path your feet have trod. 

You will know you cannot stray. 

Keyser, W. Va., May 26th, 1906. 

9 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 

A PRAYER. 

O God, 
Give me thy wisdom to know, 

Thy secrets unfold to me, 
That I more gracious may grow^ 

And thy wisdom ever see. 

O God, 

May I become rich in thy love, 
Live in thy essence while here. 

Never from thy spirit rove 
Ever feeling Thou art near. 

O God, 

iWarm me by thy fire divine — 

Let me drink till I thirst no more, ' 

Of thy water and thy wine, 
Clear as crystal from thy shore. 

O God, 
I catch a glimpse of thy light 

As I wander here below. 
May it guide me to the right, 

My star, wherever I go. 

O God, 
I know it is thy light I see. 

Though it glimmers far away, 
I feel it is my destiny 

To reach that light some day. 

O God, 
Strengthen my weak soul to reach. 

Its feelers of thought to thee — 
More humble — ^that you may teach. 

All that I should know and be. 

Keyser, W. Va., May, 1906. 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

CREATION. 

In the great unborn space of being, 

Where no life had stirred, 
The God of power was seeing, 

The place for the spoken word; 
The word He spoke and man came forth. 

The image of His Maker, 
But only in his spirit's worth. 

Could he become partaker. 

He clothed him as His sun of light. 

To radiate His^glory; 
And bring forth in power and might. 

The grandeur of His story; 
To be a God upon the earth. 

To manifest His wonders, 
And to great things here give birth, 

As o'er the eartti he wanders. 



n 

The subtle whisper of temptations. 

Sounds like music to the ear of man; 
He listens to the sweet vibrations. 

And forgets 'tis not God's plan ; 
It whispers of things of sense. 

And looks with longing eyes, 
To gain for self, without recompense. 

The best that around him lies. 

His heart's grown cold in love of gain. 
His vision dim, by the thought of. self. 

And he heeds not another's pain. 
If he but possess the treasured pelf ; 
II 
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LOVE'S MESSAGE 

And so he moves on, growing blind each day. 
Until he catches but a glimpse of light ; 

He is walking in the path that leads astray. 
And wonders at the world's sad plight 

The world is good that God has made 

For all His children here; 
We the ones the Christ betrayed 

And drove Him from our sphere- 
Christ of love and peace, O angel bright! 

Comes to save us from our pain, 
Free our souls from selfish might, 

Bring us home to thee again. 

Let us be what God in thought designed, 
When He placed us here with freedom. 

To do and be the greatest of our kind, 
To build on earth His kingdom. 

Keyser, W. Va., May, 1906. 



WE CREATE. 

We create and we destroy. 
Both powers to us are given; 
We can grovel in the dust 
Or we can reach to Heaven. 



DECORATION DAY. 

As memory wanders back through the years 
Of prosperity and our country's good. 
My eyes to-day fill with loving tears 
As I think of the boys that bravely stood 
12 
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The fire of battle, the cannon's loud roar, 
The deafening tumult felt everywhere. 
They left home and friends they loved so well 
Our periled country's life to save ; 
We saw them go, these Boys in Blue, 
With a farewell tear upon their cheek, 
A heart so full, a thought so true. 
But a parting word they could not speak. 
In silence they left us, so sad and lone. 
Our loved ones might never return. 
Some came back as the months went by, 
Others sent letters of brave deeds done, 
Many were dead, and the battle cry 
Awakened them not to friend or home. 
To-day we strew flowers on their graves 
In love, and honor for brave deeds done. 
Let us remember them, every one; 
Give flowers and tears to our buried dead, 
Around their memory let us spread 
A mantle of sacred love. 

Keyser, W. Va., May 30, 1906. 



A MESSAGE. 

I sent a message of peace and love. 
In silence I watched it on its way. 

As it traveled through the ether above, 
And reflected its soft, white ray. 

A vibration of peace filled the air. 
It touched every heart as it passed them by. 

And lifted the load of weary care, 
And brought out a smile instead of a sigh. 
13 
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They knew an Angel passed their way, 
Aiid left a glory in its track that day; 

The mellow light of love opened the way. 
And souls in distress there learned to pray. 

Send our message of love far and near. 
It may sweeten a life or dry a tear, 

Bring joy to the sad, courage without fear, 
And surround the sick with Hope's atmos- 
phere. 

There is a power that none may know 
Until the heart is full to overflow 

With the precious balm, with a healing glow, 
That soothes while it softens the heart of woe. 

Keyser, W. Va., June, 1906. 



BUILDING. 

We are building our houses day by day,— 
Stone by stone the foundations lay. 

Every stone that we lay for good. 
Will stand the storm and the flood. 

Let every stone be laid with care 
That it may stand in beauty there. 

Let symmetry to form be given. 
As we build to reach to heaven. 

Walls must be strong, as we build in time, 
To stand the test of every dime. 
14 
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It must be ample for every need, 
In every nook we record a deed. 

Of deeds the comer stone is made. 
In right purpose let it be laid. 

We build until we reach the dome, 
And there we rest and call it home. 

Home for the spirit that built for good,— 
Home to the soul that understood. 

Keyser, W. Va., June 29, 1906. 

NEARER GOD. 

I love to walk in shady paths. 

Where my feet have never trod — 
By silvery streams, and meadows fair. 

Thanking God. 
The birds that sing in upper air. 

With a melody sweet and clear — 
Give forth their songs from every pair, 

Thanking God. 
Violets sweet by brooklets grow — 

Giving their fragrance to the air — 
Their modest beauty around us glow: 

Thank Thee, God. 
In winding paths my feet would stray. 

For unseen treasures I may find— 
O the beauty along the way I 

Thank Thee, Q)d. 
There mountain banks, and silent shade — 

There mosses grow, and flowers bloom— 
15 



Digitized by 



Google 



I iJBMl III ■■ II I m 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 

To rest the soul, in beauty's glade: 

Thanking God. 
Away from bustle and from sin, 

Away from worry and from strife. 
There the soul may commune within : 

Nearer God. 

Keyser, .W. Va., July, 1906. 



I WILL BE WITH YOU. 

I will be with you, darling, 
When the shadows come and go. 
And their gloomy forms are flitting, 
'Round you darkly to and fro ; 
And no one is near to tell you 
That the shadows will pass away. 
And the gloom and seeming darbtiess. 
Are but phantoms of a day. 

I will whisper to you softly 
Of the morning that ir to be ; 
The dawn of a brighter future, 
That is coming to you and me. 
When the day is breaking o'er us. 
And the clouds are parting, dear. 
And we see the sunshine glimmer. 
Then you'll know that I am near — 

Come to take you from the darkness. 
Bring you home to God with me, 
Fill your soul with songs of glackiess. 
In that land beyond the sea. 
16 
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I reach out arms across the river, 

Feeling I may soon be going, 

To that great Forever, 

Where the hunger and the sorrow^ 

Come to us no more; 

And we see the bright tomorrow. 

As we reach that bless'd shore. 

Keyser, W. Va., July 30, 1906. 



MY IDEAL. 

Gentleness, with strength combined. 
With added love, and sotd refined—* 
Is a child of God, sent to bless, 
A power for good in nobleness. 

I would that earth had more of such. 
To bless this world, our souls to touch, 
And warm us with that fire divine, — 
Around our life like suns they shine. 

They give us from their richer dower. 
And draw us with their magic power. 
Until we feel we, too, may be, 
A loving soul to help humanity. 

To richer life, a sweeter thought, 
, A glory true when we have sought 
To make ourselves a power for good. 
Forgetting self, in brotherhood. 

Keyser, W. Va., August, 1906. 

17 
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HEART TO HEART. 

I am with you in spirit to-night, 

I see you as in days gone by, 

As I drink in your smile with delight. 

And I love you, is my heart's sweet cry. 

Something in your spirit that calls me, 
Some link that draws our souls together, 
A thought coming sweetly from thee. 
That calls me to be thine forever 



TO JOHN. 

August fifth, two years ago to-day, 
An angel came to brighten our way ; 
In the form of a sweet baby boy, 
To be our comfort, hope and joy. 

He came clothed with body fair, 
God trusted him wholly to our care; 
A precious trust to us he gave, 
We are to make, mar or save. 

In innocent trust and love he came, 
We were to |ive him home and a name ; 
We named him John, a good old name, 
We hop'd it might bring place and fame. 

He is a sweet little bud to-day. 
Trusting us in his baby way, 
Giving love and a happy surprise, 
As we look in those beautiful eyes. 
i8 
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All unconscious, the pleasure he brings. 
As with arms around us, lovingly he clings; 
He sings a soft melody to us each day. 
And brings us nearer Heaven's way. 

May he live to grow in strength and grace, 
And find in the world a fitting place 
To bring forth powers of mind and heart. 
And in the world's work do his part 

Keyser, W. Va., Aug. 5, 1906. 



HARMONY. 

Soft sweet music fills the air, 

The soul of harmony is everywhere; 

Flowers are kiss'd by the sun. 

The everlasting, the all-in-one, — 

One melody fills the all. 

One great purpose, pervading the whole. 

The world's in space we see afar, 

The glimmering light of the morning star. 
All is moving there through space. 
With harmonious measure we can trace 
Through all the universe a thought 
Where suns and systems are brought 
To work together with one accord. 
Singing praises to their Lord. 

Cumberland, Md., Sept., 1906. 
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A VISION. 

I saw a white winged Angel 
Clothed in a woman's form^ 
A sweet and pure Evangel, 
.With heart throbs true and warm. 

She stood before me a vision, 
Garbed in the purest white, 
The robe she brought from heaven, 
It was trimmed with golden light 

The light that shone around her form. 
Was emblematic of the within ; 
She lived above the storm. 
Conquered self and knew no sin. 

There is many a soul in flesh. 

An angel walking the earth ; 

With a spirit pure and fresh, 

A blossom from God that gave it birth. 



DIVINE LOVE. 

Christ alone can save you, 
With his loving hand and heart; 
He will bring you home in glory. 
If you help Him with your part 

Christ alone can save you, 
He alone can make you whole; 
He can free you from your bondage. 
He can purify your soul. 

20 
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Christ alone can save you, — 
Bring you forth in power, 
Fill your soul with gladness; 
Cheer and help you every hour. 

Christ alone can save you. 
Take him for your friend. 
Let him live within your heart, 
He will your cause defend. 

Christ alone can save you. 
Free you from all sin, 
Make you white as an angel. 
And a living prayer within. 

Christ alone can save you. 

He is love divine: 

He whispers softly to your soul, 

"Come home, my child, be mine !" 

Keyser, W. Va., Sept., 1906. 



IMAGINATION. 

Imagination, symbol of the eternal real. 

The forecast of things unseen. 

The unknown verities of being. 

The consciousness of the something we may 

become, 
The linking Now with the Eternal. 

21 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 

TO A FRIEND. 

Your songs will' go down the ages, 
On the clarion notes of Time, 

And will be read by poets and sages, 
In every country and clime. 

The grand notes will melt to sweetness 
The hearts that were stern and cold ; 

The beauty and power of greatness. 
In song and story be told. 

You will soar to mountains of thought 
Where God and all beauty dwell; 

In regions above you'll be taught ; 
The story to nations you'll tell. 

Of powers that lie hid in soul life. 
The greatness of thought, in man. 

The science that frees from all strife, 
In the sweetness of God's great plaii. 

You will bring to light mysteries 
That have kin slumbering in Time, 

That will make for you history, 
Both beautiful and sublime. 

Let your soul sing its song of gladness. 

Come forth like a beautiful flower; 
Drive away all thoughts of sadness. 
Live witfi God in love and power. 
Cumberland, Sept., 1906. 
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TEMPTATION. 

I have been tempted, O, my God, 
To dim the light Thou hast given, — 
For earthly gain and thought of self, 
I lost my hold on Heaven. 

I have left unsaid the word 
The dear God would bid me say. 
And my heart has been stirred 
By a thought of policy. 

No more I'll wander from Thy light 
But walk with Thee in faith divine, — 
Thou wilt be my Guide, my Hope, 
Around my life your glory shine. 

Better to stand with God alone 
And be true to the sacred trust 
Than to gather all the world 
And grovel in the dust. 



Keyser. W. Va. 



Stewart to the higher life was bom, 
Five years ago at four this mom ; 
May be he resting free from strife. 
Gathering gems of knowledge there 
As he loved to do in life. 

October 4, 1906. 
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FESTUS' BIRTHDAY. 

Dear Festus to-day is four years old, 
A lad of beauty, strong and bold; 
Tall and graceful, with rosy cheek, 
And sparkling eyes that almost speak. 

He was the first that came to bless, 
Father and mother, and their caress, 
Was for him alone, tiny flower, 
That God sent from His own love bower,- 

To be their care, their joy, their pride. 
To stand by him whatever betide ; 
To make him strong, great, and good. 
To walk alone in his own self-hood. 

His horoscope reads fair and bright. 
The future for him is in the light; 
His star tells of many battles won. 
Of great victories, all his own. 

I read upon his future page, 
A happy life, a good old age ; 
With many virtues is he bless'd. 
And friends arotmd him in his quest 

For the knowledge of men and things. 
That always to the student brings 
A richer life within the soul, 
A stronger purpose and self-control. 

May his future star lead the way. 
And his life be onward to the day ; 
May joy and gladness be his friend, 
And all earth's treasures to him send. 

Keyser, W. Va., Oct. 20, 1906. 
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STORMY SEA. 

My bark is on a stormy sea, 

At times its waves near cover me, 

I am looking far to that other shore, 

Where the tossing waves shall come no more. 

Sometimes the hand that guides my boat, 

Is lost to view — I seem to float 

Uncared for in the surging sea. 

Alone, O God! not even Thee 

To tell where my boat will land. 

Or give me strength that I command. 

Ye waves be still ! Your tumult cease. 

And let me sail to God in peace. 

Keyser, W. Va., October, 1906. 



GOOD-BYE TO KEYSEE. 

We leave, dear Keyser, with regret — 
You have given us a pleasure. 

That through time we may not forget. 
In the fullness of its measure. 

The mountain view from every side. 
Is rich in dress of verdant grreen — 

The valley nest where we reside. 
Sits beauty enthroned its Queen. 

True kindness alone came to us. 
In our secluded mountain nest — 

And with feelings that we may trust. 
All that came — and we are bless'd. 
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The little church across the way, 
Has given us sweet peace and rest. 

We will remember when far away, 
The earnest thought there express'cL 

Good-bye to all the friends we know. 
You made us richer with your love, 

And if we never meet below, 
We will meet in that beautiful world above. 

November 23, 1906. 



DEWDROPS. 

Dewdrops, like crystjJine light 

Fall all about my way. 

Like the first blush of morning, 

As the sun kisses the day. 

So the soul's jfirst dawning 

Of the heavenly light of love. 

Opening like a flower 

To the sun's rays from above 



THANKSGIVING. 

This 3rear's proclamation has gone forth. 
That we give thanks for blessings given^ 

For the bounties of the earth. 
For the riches sent from heaven. 

The year has given us blessings rare,— 
From many a source they came ; 

The luscious fruit, the blossoms fair. 
All we gather in Thy name. 
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Our tables we spread with lavish hand. 
Our hearts in thapks to God we raise^ 

That we live in peace in this our land, 
With sweet freedom to sing and praise. 

Fathers and mothers with heads grown white 
Will welcome their children home, 

And in their love- feast of delight 
Will bless God as the dear ones come. 

All the churches with reverence bow 
Before the eternal God above. 

And renew that sacred vow 
That they may live in peace and love. 

Like brothers to do their Father's will, 
Linking souls in one unbroken chain, 

Bidding all selfish thoughts be still, 
Ever singing that sweet refrain. 

May Thanksgiving be gracious and kind, 
Is our prayer for the sick and poor; 

If a sad heart among us we find, 
Give them our blessing, if no more. 

Keyser, W. Va., 1906. 



MARIAN'S BIRTHDAY. 

Little Marian, a Christmas gift, 
The most precious on life's tree ; 

She came that day that you might lift 
Your hearts in prayer, O God, to Thee. 
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Dear little bud, so fair and bright, 
To blossom and grow eternally, 

A flower in the garden of light. 

Giving its fragrance to you and me. 

Her sweet little mouth, upturned to kiss. 
As with arms she circles you around ; 

It fills your heart with a sense of bliss 
And you know a dear angel you've found. 

Her smile I see o'er the distant hills. 
Like a vision she comes to me ; 

Her laugh is sweet as mountain rills. 
And a dear childish form I see. 

Now she sings her little baby song. 
That will grow in strength and grace. 

And the time will come 'ere long, 
When she will fill a master place. 

May her life be like flowers of spring, 
Just opening to the dew of mom ; 
.nd her heart soft love notes sing. 
And never with sorrow be torn. 

Cumberland, Md., Dec. 25, 1906. 



DESTINY. 

Star of my destiny, shine for me. 
Open my eyes, that I may see 
In thy bright splendor of the night; 
My guiding star leading me on, 
From morning's brighter light to set of sun. 
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I cannot feel, O beauteous star, 
Destiny, you can make or mar; 
But we are free to do our will ; 
We are greater than the stars that shine ; 
Within the soul of man^ lives the divine. 

The central sun of God shines most fair; 
His light illumes us evcr)rwhere; 
And we can gather if we will, 
Or we can shut our eyes and say^ 
"I have no need of Thee, 'tis destiny/' 

God placed us in this world of life. 
To drink its harmony or its strife, — 
The seed is in this garden of God, 
And the fruit we grow is ours to eat; 
For we may sow in power or defeat. 

Then, oh, let us feel from God we draw.— 

That He is the eternal law 

That has placed within the goal. 

And we may find it if we will, 

If we seek &e good and the law fulfill 

Keyser, W. Ya., 1906. 



ON THE MOUNTAIN. 

I would live on the mountain of thought, 
And in its pure air would dwell; 

I would gather the jewels there sought. 
And live under their magical spell. 
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I would wander in new fields untrod, 
I would gather the wonders there found. 

And stand alone with my God, 
In the hush and silence profound. 

He might speak to me in the silence. 

And tell of his secrets rare; 
Give me of his bounteous essence. 

Trust me with its sacred care. 

I heard a sweet voice, while waiting. 
Speak out of the depths of time: 

The treasures thou are seeking. 
If you ask in faith, may be thine. 

Tis love alone that stands supreme. 
From God's own essence, here it came. 

The fuUment of our sweetest dream, — 
In all creation 'tis the same. 

The stars that shine in heaven above. 
The planets in space as they move, 

.Were all created by his love, 
And to us must surely prove 

That God in wisdom reigns above 

And fears no other power. 
He sits in majesty and love. 

His gracious blessings to shower. 

He speaks to His children through' the soul 

And gives them all desiring, 
He says : "To you I give control 

And if, in love aspiring, 

30 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 

"You with Me can reach any goal 
Through your great power of thought. 

You your destiny may control, 
And become of God a part'' 

iWe ask for more when love's jewel rare, 
The most precious in His crown, 

He gives us mortals here to wear, 
O keep it bright and guard with care. 

Keyser, W. Va. 



NINETEEN-SIX. 

The old year is dying, growing weaker each day, 
His steps are feeble, he can no longer stay ; 
He will linger until the midnight hour, 
When Nineteen-Six will lose his power. 

A new King is coming to reign in his place. 
With a heart full of joy beaming in his face; 
High hopes are ours for the bright New Year, 
We think not of sorrow, we cast away fear. 

I love the Old Year for what he has given, 
He has opened my soul that I might taste of heaven ; 
My life has been rich with the sweetness of things ; 
And my heart in thanks with melody sings. 

The greatness of life has been opened to view. 
My vision enlarged, my thought more true; 
The goodness of God, and His purpose through all. 
The finite, the Infinite, taken as a whole. 
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You have strewn sweet flowers in my path, Old Year, 
I thank you again for the blessings so dear ; 
For the beautiful world, for the blossoms sweet, 
For the treasures of eauth you have lain at my feet 

I will say farewell, dear Old Year, when you go, 

The harvest is coming where you did sow 

The fruitage is ours. Old Year, to reap 

Then why should we mourn when you must sleep? 

Then, a hearty welcome to the glad New Year, 
Nor linger o'er the departing bier ; 
But start anew to improve on the last, 
And never regret or mourn o'er the past, 

But look up to God for His wisdom to guide, 
And help the new King, — ^and be it our pride 
To be loyal and true, with love for our Star, 
And she will carry us through on her golden car. 

Cumberland, Md. 



LOVE'S MESSAGE. 

I love you, dear heart, to-night, 
My message I send to you. 

Drink from my cup of delight 
As you take my message true. 

I send you my message to-night. 
On wings of love it will start, — 

May you see its golden light 
As a treasure from the heart. 
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Tis white as the dove of thought 
That carries my message to-night, 

From love and trust it was wrought 
Bordered with a fringe of light. 

Then send your message to-night. 
Truest and best you can give, 

By the messenger of light 
That in your spirit doth live. 

Keyset, W. Va., 1906. 



ANSWERING MESSAGE. 

I loved you before your message came near 
And I heard its white wings fluttering, dear, 
And saw the sweet message my heart to greet, 
I knew that our souls in union would meet. 

Your love, the truest and best you could give, 
I will keep my heart's queen as long as I live ; 
I will carry it home to God when I go 
As the most precious gift He has given below. 

I will ask Him to bless you, dear heart of love. 
And give you love's rest as in beauty you move. 
Your worshipful presence I feel in my soul, 
And I would gather you home to make me whole. 

I am but half of what God meant I should be, — 
Then come to me, love, I am waiting for thee, 
I am lonely and sad in my home to-night, 
And I long for thy presence of love and light 
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Do you feel the breath of the messenger's wings 
Laying niy treasure at your door while he sings 
Of the jewel I send, dearest love, to-night, 
Glowing with beauty, all radiant and bright? 



IN THE SILENCE. 

I sat in the silence a voice to hear, 
When sound like music fell on my ear: 
Child of my love, I am always near 
To all whom my voice would love to hear. 

I am gracious kindness, love divine, — 
All powers in heaven and earth are mine, 
The sun in glory shines for me • 
For I have lived eternally. 

My thought lived before time began, 
Twas I that formed creation's plan. 
And brought to mind the thought of man. 
To be my child to live and reign. 

Suns, worlds and systems created by me 
In the vast deeps of immensity. 
And all great nature sings my song 
As the heavenly planets move along. 

You may walk with me in tove and peace, 
And drink from fountains that never cease 
To sparkle with truth and love immense, 
Glory and beauty your recompense. 

Keyser, W. Va. 
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SPIRITS IN BONDAGE. 

iThou art a spirit in bondage 
O soul of man, to-day, 
When God's light is all around you^ 
lYou cannot see the way. 

You hug your chains in darkness 
When freedom calls away; — 
Wing your spirit in lightness 
.To a more perfect day. 

The light is all around you. 
Open your eyes and see, 
The darkness cannot find you. 
If you God's child would be. 

He opens the eyes in blindness, 
He sets the captive free, 
He is ever first in kindness 
(Dear friend, to you and me. 

Rochester, N. Y., 1906. 



O Father and Mother of all created life, 

In wonder we gaze upon Thy works. 

In beauty and goodness Thou hast brought forth 

That Thou may manifest Thyself in us, — 

We, Thy children, from love and wisdom born ; 

Just opening our eyes to see tfie dawn 

Of a great purpose in the plan 

That brought us forth as woman and man. 

Keyser, 1906. 
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WAITING. 

I am waiting by the River 
For the boat to take me o'er 

To the land of The Forever, — 
To that beautiful shore. 

And the time is surely nearing 
When the boat will come for me 

And the Pilot will be steering 
Straight across the stormy sea. 

And the angel boatman calling: 
"Come away, I've called for thee, 

I will take you safely over-r- 
You can trust yourself with me. 

"I've crossed o'er stormy waters 
Long before you saw the light. 

And I never fail to bring them 
Through the darkness of the night' 

Keyser, 1906. 



Stand erect, Master of all, 
Let none usurp the Throne, 

Or cast a shadow like a pall, 
But arise, and claim Your Own. 



HUNGRY SOUL. 

Hungry soul, be satisfied. 
Drink from the crystal stream, 
Eat from the table of the Lord,- 
Things are not what they seem. 
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The seeming is the unreal, 
And the soul seeks there in vain 
(To satisfy its longings, 
And ease its troubled pain. 

Tis only in the spirit 
That rest and peace abide; 
If that treasure we inherit, 
vWe need naught else beside. 

We live in a house of flesh, 
Where we stay a little while, 
Do our work from day to day. 
As through our tears we smile. 

A school, our lessons to learn, 
And we should learn it well : 
It will save us the weary pain, 
And banish sorrow's spell. 

If thoughts and deeds are true 
That live within the breast, 
A sweeter calm will come to you, 
And you will find your rest. 



Rochester, 1906. 



TRUE MARRIAGE. 

Marriage true means heart and soul, 
In Love's sacred bond united, 

When we become a perfect whole. 
And to God our love is plighted. 
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To live and do Hi« perfect will, 

In joy and gladness ever — 
Should be the thought our hearts to thrill 

That naught the bond may sever. 

But may grow, in strength enduring. 
Through bright and stormy weather. 

Our life work here pursuing, 
As we walk hand in hand together. 

In our thought and love confiding. 
With a purpose strong and true, 

Never a wish dividing. 
The house Love has made for you. 

A home of love and service sweet, 

Where we together dwell. 
And in love's communion meet. 

Our precious story tell 

Of many happy days gone by. 

And brighter ones to be. 
Until every thought or sigh 

Becomes one in harmony. 



TOIL ON. 



Toil on, dear soul, if darkness blind you, 

And your cry "No star of light for me!" 
The loving heart of God will find you. 

And bring you home to see 
That He ever works in wondrous ways. 

To guard you as his treasure; 
And he will give in length of days 

The fullness of His measure. 
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Then toil on, with God ever beside thcCj 

Giving thee the strength to bear; 
Naught on earth can betide thee, 

Or keep thee from His care. 
Then toil for something higher. 

Than sordid gain of earth. 
May our spirit here aspire. 

To a loftier thought of worth. 

A thought of God, and his goodness, 

A thought that lives on for aye. 
That brings to the soul sweet gladness. 

And teaches the heart to pray ; 
Pray for the great life immortal. 

In glory, power, and love; 
To walk witii light to the portal. 

Where gates are opened above. 

Then walk in the garden of thy sowing. 
Thou hast earned those flowers of grace, 

Eat the fruit of thy growing. 
And rest in your heavenly place. 

Rochester, N. Y.^ 1906. 



LOVE'S DEW. 
(To Mary.) 

I send you a cup filled with love's dew. 
Drink the sweet nectar I send to you. 
Its magical power will lift to Heaven 
When this love cup to you is given. 
Fear not to drink of this nectar I send 
In harmony with your life to blend. 
'Twill kindle in your soul a fire divine, 
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Your love sweetly blending with mine. 
'Tis the setting of the diamond true 
In a circle sparkling with love's own dew, 
A joy of living that lifts to the sky, 
This circle of love for you and I, 
Its power I feel wherever I roam, 
With you alone I can rest at home. 



MORNING. 

Oh, the glory of the morning 
As it enfolds me in its light, 
Seems like Heaven's own dawning 
Making all the world look bright! 



IN THE GARDEN OF GOD. 

I was walking in the garden of God, 
The sweetest place my feet ever trod; 
The flowers were rich with a sunlit ray, 
And the sparkling waters in music play, — 
In the Garden of God. 

Joy springs from every bush and flower. 
And reigns in each rose^covered bower; 
The paths of love are bordered with truth, 
The garlands we wear are eternal youth, — 
In the Garden of God. 

Sweet children are walking, hand within hand. 
With rapture in this beautiful land; 
Their voices in praise to heaven they raise, 
As they gather flowers and wend their ways, — 
In the Garden of God. 
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The birds of paradise sing their lay, 
Caroling sweet music all the day, — 
Not a word of discord enters there, 
But harmony's spell is everywhere, — 
In the Garden of God. 

Their thoughts are pure jewels, that all must 

wear 
That enter this garden of beaut)r rare ; 
They sparkle and glitter in the light of day, 
And none are tempted or go astray, — 
In the Garden of God. 

Rochester, N. Y., 1906. 



A DREAM. 

I dreamed I was in a land most bless'd, 
Where all good souls will find their rest. 
Where heart to heart speaks forth in joy 
In songs of praise without alloy. 

They sing of beauty, trust, and love; — 
All pure souls in that world above. 
Waters of life are sparkling there. 
And soul is freed from every care. 

Soul speaks to soul, as united they stand, 
In that group in the heavenly land. 
Each glad the other to obey. 
Sweetly singing all the bright day 
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Of God's gforious love, and softly pray 
That other souls may come their way. 
Know and feel the power of love 
Lived and felt in realms above. 

The tenderest love, the sweetest prayer. 
Is ever felt in its pure air, 
Their garments are white without a stain. 
Their thoughts are pure as God's refrain. 

They are looking far in the depths away, 
To find a soul from God astray. 
And bring them home in peace and love. 
To ever dwell in courts above. 

Rochester, N. Y., 1906. 



SLEEP. 



Sleep, loved one, sleep! 
I would not wake thee from thy slumber. 
To outward life and things of sense, 
Your eyes would ope witti wonder, — 
Sleep, loved one, sleep! 
May you dream of love and beauty bright, 
'Dream of all things sweet and pure ; 
Dream there is no troubled night, 
Sleep, loved one, sleep! 
Dream that hearts are true and tender. 
And love's voice is low and sweet;— 
All to the loved one render; 
Sleep, loved one, sleep ! 
There is music in thy dreaming, 
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There sacred is every vow, 

To thee there is no seeming, 

Sleep, loved one, sleep 1 

May you ever dream, and dream 'tis real. 

Why awaken from that sleep? 

In the dream lives the ideal, — 

Sleep, loved one, sleep! 

Cumberland, Md., Feb., 1907. 



LOVE'S GATE. 

I will watch, and I will wait. 
At the portal of Love's gate, 
For a form I love to see. 
That may enter there with me. 

While I watch and while I wait, 
I'll pluck flowers by Love's gate, — 
Friendship true with blossoms white 
Folded now its inner light. 

Near the gate, a heart-bloom grows 
White, and pure, this running rose; 
Flowers running o'er the gate. 
Hold me captive while I wait. 

I know in that garden fair, 
Blossoms sweet grow everywhere. 
And their fragrant breatfi doth heal, 
AH the ills of life we feel. 
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Sick and weary enter there — 
Breathe sweet fragrance in the air, 
It will heal your wounded heart. 
It to you will strength impart. 

I see toiling by the way, 
Many weary hearts to-day — 
Guide them to this garden fair, 
Let them drink its sweet pure air. 

Love with its sweet perfume, 
Radiates the garden's bloom ; 
You carry the hidden key, 
Come and enter there with me. 

We will drink its waters sweet, 
We will bathe our tired feet. 
We will join the happy band. 
In that mystic summer land. 

Where the flowers bloom for aye, 
And n'er plant or shrub decay; 
Tis immortal as a whole. 
This sweet garden of the soul. 

Cumberland, Md., February, 1907. 



REACH OUT. 

Reach out hands of blessing:. 
Reach out hands of prayer. 

And with Infinite caressing, 
Send blessings, everywhere. 
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TO LOUIS AND LEAH. 

To Louis and Leah, two friends most dear. 
From my heart a sweet message of love. 
Its unfolding light ever in sight. 
In your dear home like a nestling dove. 

A gift from the heart, ever a part, 
To^keep sacred the tryst you have made,—* 
You enter new life, husband and wife; 
In garments of trusting love arrayed. 

Love like changing night to morning's light. 
When dewdrops are kiss'd by the sun, 
Their tears are dried like a happy bride, 
Going home to the dear loved one. 

May your love grow sweet, as thought forms 

meet. 
On life's journey down the coming years; 
Your heart's true in the old and^the new. 
And your lifetall free from sorrow's tears. 

Cumberland, Md., March 14, 1907. 



THE STAR OP LOVE. 

.We ma}r send love like a golden glory. 
Winging its way through space afar. 

And it will tell its own sweet story, 
O thou bright and beautiful star. 

The jsame bright star in the East the sages saw, 
As they traveled to see the young child 

That lay in the manger of straw. 
Sweetly resting with Mary the mild. 
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Love, in his pure baby soul, lay sleeping. 
To awaken to the call from above; 

That brought to him sorrow and weeping 
For the world he came to save through love. 

It was love he gave, that beautiful star. 
To guide our feet and bring us near. 

That diviner life, we see afar. 

But dimly, through our mist of fear. 

The sweet, pure love we give is the Christ love. 
From the same pure fountain we draw. 

Let us drink from its waters and live, 
For it is God's eternal law. 



TO SPENCER. ^ 

Spencer, my son, another year has passed. 
With its changing fortune, hopes and fears 

Mingled together, much like tihe last, — 
So we walk life's journey a-down the years. 

Twenty-eighth of March your star shone bright. 
Sweet memories gather at your birth; 

You, the morning star that shed its light 
O'er our home, and brightened all the earth. 

You have gathered from the passing years. 
The prestige of life's purpose, and work done; 

Lived above the thought of human fears, 
Worked on with patience, my son. 
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With sorrow and sin and hope lain low, 
With love and beauty and all things sweet, 

This is the way, blind-folded we go, 
With courage or fear our fate to meet 

Life, like a scroll, unfolds to our view. 
Little we see of the future plan; 

But if we walk the way that is true, 
The greatness of life will come to man. 

May the years that are coming to you 
Be sweet with breathings of love and truth; 

Listen to the inner voice more true 
Than outward sense beguiling youth. 

May your horoscope read fair and bright, 
Far away from duU care and sorrow ; — 

Guide and lead you ever to the right. 
And bring to you a bright to-morrow. 

Cumberland, Md., March 28, 1907. 



A SONNET. 

Oh, tell me you love me while the moonbeams play 
And its soft light enfolds, like the mist of the sea 1 
The stars overhead hanging, like lamps in the sky, 
Are shedding their soft light o'er you and me. 
A glory surrounds like a vision of light, — 
Oh, tell me you love me, and tell it to-night! 
And speak the words softly, the breezes may hear 
And whisper the sweet secret in another's ear. 
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Tell me you love me in the stillness of night. 
The spell may be broken at the dawn's early light. 
The voices of evening are hushed and at rest. 
Then give me a token that we are blessed. 
Let the morning's soft light enfold us as one 
As the dew from Heaven is kiss't by the sun. 

Cumberland, Md., April, 1907. 



A MESSAGE. 

I send you a message o'er hill and dale. 
Through valley and glen will its white wings sail. 
This treasure of love, like a bird on wing, 
Will bring you a branch of this beautiful thing. 

This thing we call love, so subtle and sweet. 
Will draw us together as our thought-forms meet 
'Tis love that plays on the heart-strings of life — 
When attuned to the touch will banish all strife. 

This beauitful thing that lives in the soul. 
Will bring us in touch with the wonderful whole. 
'Tis a branch from the tree grown in Eden fair, 
A branch of the divine, God placed it there. 

Cumberland, Md., April, 1907. 



TO ONE I LOVE. 

Sweet child of the morning. 
Sweet Child of the golden light. 

Came to earth adoring 
Making the world more bright. 
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Beautiful world you make it, 
As you walk with ^ace divine, 

Hoping for all good m it, 
Bidding the sun to shine. 

Joy like dancing sunbeams, 
inlaying around your life. 

Fulfilling sweetest dreams. 
Banishing thoughts of strife. 

Beautiful spirit of light, 

Beautiful soul of love. 
Bright as the stars of night. 

True as the angels above. 

Love has crown'd you Queen, 
Made you a child of God, 

And around you all unseen 
Is floating your thought of good. 

Cumberland, MA, May, 1907. 



SONG OF CHEER. 

Sing your sweet love song, sing it loud and clear» 
Make the valley ring, make the hilltops hear, 
Voice to the wood, bring the song birds near. 
Send it along, this love song of cheer. 

Sing it to the babes, sing it to the young. 
Making sweet music, as they travel on — 
Let the weary hear, breathe it where you go. 
Tell its wonders, this love seed you sow. 
49 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 

Scatter to the winds, it will sprout and grow- 
Banish all fear as this love seed you sow — 
It will gather strength in the coming time. 
Warm into life in Siis sunny clime. 

The work we have to do, do with a song, 
Others catch the spirit and pass it along. 
Until the valley resounds — ^the hilltops hear 
This happy love song, this word of cheer. 

Cumberland, May, 1907. 



TO ANNA ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

The twenty-second! when the roses were in bloom, 
And all nature was fragrant with the breath of June; 
A bud more precious came to flower and grow 
More beautiful than all the roses June could show. 

A girl baby was drop'd from the heart of God ! 
A nestling of Love ! to become trusting and good. 
She blossomed and grew to a maiden fair, 
Happy and free without thought of care. 

Swains hovered around this sweet flower of June, 
Basking in its beauty, drinking its perfume ; 
On all she smiled, with the grace of a queen, — 
"But the one / could love is yet to be seen." 

He came at last like a great wave of the sea. 
Carrying her away, his dear wife to be, — 
The home is made sweet by this flower of Love: 
It perfumes all the air like fragrance from above. 
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Bright, fair children, fruit of this love and trast: 
Never forgetting duty, and the word / must. 
Always loving and kind to these birdlings in nest, 
Imparting knowledge and giving their best. 

May your lives grow richer as the years go by. 
And your hearts linked closer with llove's sweet tie. 
Until the bond is perfect, no discord there. 
But the breath of Love and Harmony everywhere, 

June 22, 1907. 



OUR BACK YARD. 

There we find rest as breeees from the hills 

Come wafting their cooling: balm 
As we sit and drink from mountain rills 

And sing in the evening calm, 

A song of thanks for the beauty around 

As far as the eye can see. 
And fragrant breath from flower-scented ground, 

And beauty from bush and tree. 

As our eyes wander o'er this yard of green 

Its power for good we feel. 
All the colors of the rainbow are seen 

And peace o'er our senses steal* 

The sweet-pea stands arrayed in colors bright 

With a glory all their own 
And they give to us a sweet delight 

As we decorate the home. 
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Nasturtiums border the garden green 

With colors rich and bright, 
And any day, from the door may be seen 

Beauty radiant in the light. 

Chrysanthemum, petunia grace the side. 
While hollyhocks have a place. 

But geraniums our glory and pride, 
Bring a smile to every face. 

Heliotrope and rival mignonette, 
Among the sweetest that bloom, 

Their modest beauty we may not forget. 
But can always give them room. 

Sweet alyssium green and white in hue 

Adorns the walk as we pass 
To a garden of good things for you 

In "ye old" times call'd "garden sass." 

Morning-glories of varied color 
Make the picture more complete. 

And, as we view the garden over 
We feel 'tis simple, but sweet. 

A honeysuckle o'er the porch climbing 
Forms a sweet-scented bower. 

That a poet might envy for rhyming. 
Or pass there a quiet hour. 

We welcome our friends to this garden fair 

To rest awhile in its charm, 
Inhale the breath of flowers in the air 

Where grapes in clusters hang. 

Cumberland, Md., July, 1907. 
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PRAYER. 

Bear me, O Father, on the win^s of the morning, 

To the ocean of Infinite Thought, 
Where the billows are calmed by Thy calling, 

And tfie wonderful thing:s Thou hast wrought, 
In marvelous beauty enshrining. 

The glory of Infinite Thought. 



I stretch my hand o'er hill and dale. 

And clasp your hand in mine. 
.With a pledge that will never fail, 

Through all the coming time. 
A pledge of love I give to you — 

That will live on forever 
Through a million years as true — 

Nor time nor space can sever. 
For love i» God! and God is love! 

In His circling light we live 
Each love-thought a carrier dove — 

Immortality to give. 

Cumberland, Md., July, 1907. 



EMERSON'S BIRTHDAY. 

Emerson, my thoughts turn to thee, 
You, the last that cross'd the sea. 
Moored your bark, and came to me. 

From where you came you difl not tell. 
But wove around our hearts a spell ; 
When to our home you came to dwell. 
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The July sun was shining bright, 
The Fourteenth, it was not yet night, 
When your baby eyes saw the light. 

An immortal soul there found rest, 
And in our home its cradle-nest, — 
Ours to love was the high behest. 

A bright new star arose that day, 

Its guiding light to lead the way 

That this new-bom soul might not stray. 

Its mellow light still o'er you shines. 
Its beauty bright around you twines, 
A glory wreath from Fate's fair vines. 

It leads you up the stair of fame, 

It gives to you an honored name. 

And all earth's blessings you may claim. 

Then let your star lead on the way. 
Though dim sometimes its outward ray, 
Its inner light will find the day. 

So Emerson, be glad and free, 
To-day you hold your destiny 
And a bright future waits for thee 

Cumberland, Md., July 14, 1907. 
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THE GREEN O' THE EARTH. 

iTie green o' the earth, the green o' the earth. 
When summer is ripe and blossoms burst forth, 
And the glory of nature giving birth, 
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To beauty and joy over the green earthy 
The lingering kiss of the morning sun. 
As it warms into life, bud, and flowers, 
A kindling touch from the Eternal One! 
Giving strength from sun and shower. 
O 'tis sweet to live when the earth is green 
The lyric of love is the song we hear. 
And the hand of God in all is seen. 
In ibis the beauty, and green * V the year." 

Cumberland, August, 1907. 



MY GARDEN OF BEAUTY. 

In my garden where flowers are sweet, 
All fair nattire seems lying at my feet; 
I drink in its beauty, it is my own ; 
The choicest and best are around me strowtu 

There are roses white, and roses red, 
And blossoms of beauty, around me spread, 
A delightful fragrance fills the air. 
Like the breath of God, it is everywhere. 

Its lingering sweetness beguiles to rest. 
And I sink weary on nature's fair breast; 
The Mother of Life that brought them forth, 
Rich in their glory of beauty and worth. 

I rest awhile on that bosom ^ kind. 
Then I wander, more treasures to find,— 
Not a step I take without praise to God, 
That has brought such beauty from out the sod 
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Father and Mother of created, things. 
Every good gift from Thy being springs; 
In musical cadence, Nature e'er sings. 
And her richest treasures to us she brings. 



FESTUS' BIRTHDAY. 

Festus, my son, your birthday again, 
Is here for us to greet once more; 

The twenty-ninth of August you came, 
A promise from an unknown shore. 

You came, we bless'd the giver 
That had trusted a soul to our care; — 

A soul that would live on forever. 
And all of God's blessings might share. 

Never regretted the day you came 

To bless us as baby and boy; 
A youth, you looked for place and name, 

You brought to our hearts trust and joy. 

You have grown to manhood estate, 

And made a place and home; 
In forms of beauty to create, 

A blessed nest you call your own. 

With love and beauty by your side, 
With lovely children, fair and bright, 

While hope and trust with you abide, 
Your future star will lead you right. 
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May your horoscope guide you aright 
Away from dull care and sorrow; — 

Guide you ever toward the light, 
And bring you a bright tomorrow; 

Cumberland, Md., Aug. 29, 1907. 



TO STEWART. 

Six years to-day we laid your body 'neath green sod, 
While your spirit went singing on its way to God — 
Through the clouds of earth to the pure ether above. 
Where the soul, in its freedom, may sing of God's 

love. 
No trammels of earth to stay its wing'd flight. 
As it soars on its missions of love and light. 

Tis a beautiful spot where your body lies 
'Neath the waving of trees and the bright blue skies, 
While the weeping willow waves in the air — 
Bending its branches like a spirit in prayer 
For the souls that have crossed over life's river, 
And are passing on to the great forever. 

May my body be laid near the weeping willow, 
Where loved one's tears may soften my pillow. 
Where the River Genesee flows calmly by. 
Beckoning us on, to the land of n'er die. 
Sacred the grotmd where our loved^ 'neath green sod 
Are resting, while the soul is seeking its God. 
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Riverside, symbol of the River of Death, — 
Where the soul immortal may again find breath, 
Continue its journey through aeons of time — 
Step by step, up the heights, the spirit may climb, 
Until the night of life is forgotten in light; 
And the temples of Heaven, our vision can sight! 

Cumberland, Md., October, 1907. 



OLD AGE. 



We love the old, with their heads of gray, 
They have traveled long o'er life's rugged way, 
They have ripened with the passing years. 
Their hearts all tender with sympathy's tears. 

We love the old that have mellow'd with Time, 
They have reached a stage, sweet and sublime. 
In their gracious presence we love to stay. 
In reverence we bow to heads of gray. 

We love the voice that has softened with years, 
The soul so brave that has conquered all fears 
Is ready for that journey alone 
That all must take, to a land unknown. 

We love the wisdom that's garnered here, 
That has grown in power from year to year, 
That has bless't the world with trust and love. 
That will shine a star in that world above. 
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When age comes to us, as to all it must. 
May we be rich in wisdom and trust — 
Gathering honey, as the years go by, — 
Then 'tis sweet to live and sweet to die. 

Dear old age so sweet, when the waters part. 
With every duty done, in mind and heart ; 
That the ripened spirit softened with age, 
Will leave its record on Time's fair page. 

May we make a record while here we stay, 
To help others on Wisdom's highway. 
Gamer trust and love for coming time, 
Then a happy old age, yours and mine. 

Cumberland, Md., October, 1907. 



TO STEWART. 

I am sitting by the window in the twilight, 

Thinking of you, dear. 
My heart is so heavy with a longing to-night. 

For you to come near. 
You left that October morning early at four 

With no last good-by, — 
Six years ago to-day to an unknown shore 

Severing earth's tie. 
Oh, come from shores immortal from far away 

Bringing hope and cheer ! 
Do you come, at eventide? At the close of day? 

From that happy sphere? 
Tell me in what beautiful land you are living ! 

The dear friends you see ! 
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Do your thoughts ever turn earthward in loving? 

Do you think of me? 
May happiness crown you in that land of rest 

Where the good find peace, 
And wherever you journey, may you be bless'd 

With sweet love's increase. 
May no sorrow ever touch that soul of fire 

In its upward flight! 
But a kindling light of a lofty desire, 

Dispelling the night. 

Cumberland, Md,, October 4, 1907. 



IS THIS CHRISTIAN SCIENCE? 

I ask as you sit in your chamber of thought, 
With the light of subconscious to guide you, 
And visions that Christ Science has brought 
With healing and balm for the weary. 

Science that spirit over flesh is master, 
That God is infinite wisdom and love, * 
That we need no medicine or plaster 
But faith in the goodness of God. 

The Science that spirit and mind immortal 
Is the only reality and soul of all, — 
That sickness and sins belong to mind mortal, 
To be overcome by the Science of Soul. 

The Science that Christ divine — ^the Messiah — 
Is the link between God and mortal mind, 
He purifies all unholy desire 
With sympathy and love— creates the divine,— 
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What was the first cause of sin, sickness, and death. 
And why did it come to the children of men? 
It came to the infant with its first breath,— 
Please explain the divine purpose in the plan. 

Cumberland, Md., Nov., 1907. 



AUTUMN. 



The green of the earth is turning red and yellow. 
And the sun's soft glow o'er the hills of green. 
Makes a beautiful picture, rich and mellow, 
Where tinted leaves with a silvery sheen. 
Are clustered together in council of earth. 
Talking of their fruitage and beauty's decay. 
Of the coming frost, and the bright new birth. 
That opens to them in the month of May, 
When the warm sun gives them strength and power 
And their beauty unfolds from day to day. 
With the bursting of bud and tiny flower. 
Forming o'er the green earth a lovely bower. 

Cumberland, Md„ Nov., 1907. 



RICHER LOVE. 

There is a love that is richer far 
Than any this world can give, — 
It reaches to the farthest star 
In its pure air we breathe and live. 
'Tis the vital spark of life, 
Pulsating through heart and soul, 
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It was God's love in all its forms 
That gave it power to be. 
The stars that shine, the sun that warms 
Through all the vast immensity. 

Attending Powers were brought to see 
Through their attractive mingling 
Life forms and worlds might come to be 
From out the great immensity. 
It was lying still in its cradle bed 
When Love awoke its slumber, 
And brought it forth as from the dead 
In forms of power and wonder. 



LULLABY. 

Lullaby baby, go to thy rest, 

Lay your head, dearie, on mother's breast: 

Sleep, my baby, sleep, mother is near, 

Holding you close, there's nothing to fear, — 

Sweet little bud from heaven you came, 

Billy boy, Billy boy, that's your name. 

Hush, darliitg baby, do not cry. 

Mother is singing sweet lullaby. 

Smile again sweet for dadd/s away, — 

Home is not home for us, to-day J 

I nestle you close in arms of love. 

While angels watch from their homes above. 

Cumberland, Nov., 1907. 
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THANKSGIVING. 

Another year has come and gone. 
With its laughter, tears, and song, — 
Another year, and still we live; 
Our grateful thanks to Thee we give. 

For all the blessings we enjoy. 

For home and friends and baby boy. 

For health to do our daily task — 

What more, dear Father, could we ask? 

The flowers that made our pathway bright, 
The warmth of sun and shade of night. 
The sparkling dew beneath our feet. 
The morning light, our eyes do greet! 

These are blessings rich from Heaven, 
Thank Thee, God, for all that's given! 
The birds that sing in yonder tree. 
The hilltops green, for you and me ! 

The minds that give us food for thought. 
Rich treasures, from their storehouse brought. 
The pleasure that we breathe and live. 
Can write and talk and, best, forgive. 

Cumberland, November, 1907. 

KINDNESS. 

A little kindness, a little love. 
To poor heart sore mortals given. 
Will sweeten their way to God above, 
And lift their souls toward heaven. 
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Then why withhold the precious gift. 
That they need so much while here? 
You might help their souls to lift 
Its burden of doubt and fear. 

Then give, oh give, to souls that need, 
Not grudgingly, with barren seed; 
Sow with generous heart and speed, 
That fruit may grow for every need. 

Fruit most beauteous, fair to see. 
Fruit of the spirit for you and me. 
Grown from a sweet thought from Thee; 
A form of beauty on life's tree. 



WELCOME. 

O, welcome the little strangers, 
That are rushing to our world, 

Give them a hearty greeting. 
With our banners unfurl'd. 

O, the cry of the little ones, 
That call to us for protection*. 

Lead them on, with a magic wand, 
They the future of our nation. 

Give every babe a sacred place. 

Within our homes and hearts of love- 
That we in future time may see. 
This fledgling a carrier dove. 
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Tenderly help them on their way, 
Through the valley and up the steeps 

Until the mist shall clear away, 
And they can see the mountain peaks. 

Then all aglow with love and joy 

With strength of mind and heart to do. 

This charming girl or bravest boy, 
Gives you love and reverence too. 

Ciunberland, Md., March, 1908. 



SPENCER'S BIRTHDAY. 

Another year its record made 

For good or ill, for you and me. 

Each thought we think, each word we speak, 

Will bind with chains, or set us free. 

Then let us think the higher thought, 
So enriched with love and grace, 
That the happiness we have wrought, 
May find with us a resting place. 

May the years that come to you. 
Fill every wish your heart may know, 
Bring a harvest of peace and joy. 
Filling your cup to overflow. 

Cumberland, Md., March 28, 1908. 
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BEAUTY'S GIFT. 

How fair these flowers grow, 

The Lily and the Rose side by side. 

The Lily, symbol of purest love, 

The Rose, like a blushing bride; 

These flowers fragrant with the breath of life. 

Their beauty unfolds to the light. 

And only through high beauty's gift, 

Can the vision enrich the sight, — 

When beauty dips her wings in dew, 

Tinted like the rainbow's hue. 

She moulds a petaled flower for you. 



1908, 



Love God implanted in the soul, 
A little seed to nourish with care: 
First a tiny leaf, then a bud 
To blossom and become a flower. 



THE IDEAL WIFE. 

Give something that is rich, dainty, and kind 
To please your husband — ^as food for the mind. 
Let your sympathies be warm — ^vieing the rose. 
And your calm, sweet presence bring repose. 

You may not be beautiful in the world's eye. 
But if your heart is quick in sympathy, 
The love that you give "will return tenfold." 
More precious, this jewel, than vaults of gold. 
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You may be apt in the ways of the world, 
Dress perfect with hair beautifully curled — 
But perfect dress and hair but mock the man, 
That longs for a companion in thought and plan. 

Home should be a haven of rest to the soul : 
Where the Angel of Love has perfect control, 
Where color is radiant with heart's desire, 
And the soul is filled with a living fire. 

That gives color and purpose to all we do, 
A beacon light that saves the heart that is true : 
No morbid upbraiding that blackens the soul. 
But a generous giving: Give the whole. 

Be just human — ^with a touch of the divine. 
With music and laughter the sun outshine. 
Then the husband from work and strife will find 

rest, 
In the haven of home — ^where love is the quest. 

Binghamton, N. Y., July, 1908. 



I BELIEVE 

In unity of love and good will 

Seeking the Truth and freedom of thought. 

That the soul may listen and be stfll 

Ready and willing to be taught 

The things that God would have us know 

Drinking in His sweet purpose divine 

Until wisdom's effulgent glow 

Around our lives may shine. 
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TO EMERSON ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 

My Son, you have been lightly touched 
By the burden of the years, 
And a mystic hand has led you 
Through the valley of human fears. 

True courage will help uplift you, 
As you journey to the sun — 
And your inner sense will tell you 
That your work is just begun. 

You have many years before you. 
And the hill of fame to climb; 
Let no fear or thought detain you 
On this upward road of thine. 

There are flowers by the wayside 
And thorns that prick to bleeding, 
But march on your upward way, 
These trifles never heeding. 

May you pass o'er hill and valley 

To the mountain-top of fame; 

And when you leave this world of sense. 

Leave behind an honored name. 

— Mother. 

Binghamton, N. Y., July 14, I908. 



Heaven has no treasure more 
Precious than will be given you, — 
You a spark of golden light 
From the wheel of Time 
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MY SONG BIRD. 

My bird of song sings no more — 

He is bound by prison bars — 
Open wide his prison door — 

Let him sing among the stars 
He would sing in upper air. 

Where there is no prison bars, 
To stay his flight from regions fair, 

In that realm among the stars. 
Birds that sing their sweetest songs, 

Sing in freedom on their way, 
Heeding not the noisy throng. 

That would clip their wings and stay 

Their upward flight to realms of day. 

Cumberland, Md., 1908. 



JOHN'S BIRTHDAY. 

John, my darling boy. 
You are four years old, 
I send you my blessing, 
Tis better than gold. 
The gold will tarnish 
The blessing will stay. 
Live forever 
When I am away. 
I love you, my boy, 
And dream of you near, — 
I kiss your soft cheek 
And feel you are here. 
But you are far away 
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Playing in the sand 
Happy as a bird 
Listening to the band. 
May your life always 
Be happy and bright, 
Don't forget Grandma, 
Now, my dear, good-night. 

— Grandma. 
August 5, 1908. 



God is invisible life, 
He fills all space and time 
All people hear his voice. 
He lives in every clime. 



A PRAYER. 

A prayer to the Infinite Father, 
A stretching of longing hands, 
To be drawn a little nearer 
The home where the Father stands. 

For the power of Infinite sweetness 
In the work of mind and heart, 
A soul of thankful greatness; 
A prayer, for strength in the mart. 

A clapping of hands in the darkness, 
A looking up for more light, 
A prayer to God for the lone ones 
That have lost their way in the night 
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A standing alone 'mid the storm clouds, 
A looking above for a hand. 
A cry far around in the darkness 
From lone ones lost on the strand. 

A pity in the heart o'erwhelming, 
A cry for help in distress, — 
Have mercy, on the lone ones wandering 
Of home and shelter bereft! 

A dropping of the curtains of night, 
A shutting of stars away, 
A drifting of rain on the lone ones 
As they grope and lose their way. 

A sending of shepherds to find them, 
A lifting the curtain of night, 
A glimmering star in the distance, 
A hand with the Father's light. 

Binghamton, N. Y., 1908. 



CHENANGO LAKE. 

A haven of rest for matron or maid, 
A welcome to all, from town or glade. 
A cheery face to meet your smile, 
All evil thoughts from you beguile. 

The lake like silver in its nest of green. 
With bending branches in this mirror seen — 
Makes a picture fair for the artist's eye— 
With lingering light from sun and sky. 
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The grove, a restful and quiet retreat, 
Where nature, with God, m harmony meet, 
The birds at home in the trees above, 
Singing sweet melody "God is Love." 

The sunset glory o'er the lake is seen, 
A fiery cloud with gold between, — 
A beautiful picture, hanging in the sky. 
Adornment of nature, for you and I. 

The luring walks lead to paths unknown — 
Through shimmering light or heated zone. 
Bringing to light some hidden treasure. 
Our feet keeping time to pleasure's measure. 

The hills in the distance are banks of green. 
The valley's resound, 'tis beauty's Queen! 
She sits enthroned — scepter in hand, 
Queen of beauty governs this land. 

We wande.r over field, valley and glen. 
Sorry to return to "the haunts of men," 
For the heart is singing a low sweet song. 
Rich with melody, all the day long. 

137 Chenango St., Binghamton, N. Y., 
August 13, 1908. 
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LITTLE BILLY'S BIRTHDAY. 

Dear little sweetheart, just one year to-day, 
You opened your eyes of heavenly blue: 

Coming from the far land with us to stay ; 
Dear treasure of love so bright and new. 

You chose Sunday mom for your advent here, 
Symbol of rest and peace and cheer — 

Angels of God brought you safe to our sphere. 
Laid you in arms that were waiting you here. 

So perfect, so fair, this blossom of God, 
A rose-tinted flower — ^babe immortal: 

Your fresh beauty, a heavenly dream of good. 
Coming from mystery to the mortal. 

You grow in our hearts the longer you stay. 
Sweet Baby Love, so innocent, pure, 

Drawing us away from things of a day. 
To loftier thoughts and strength to endure. 

Bright morning star, in our heaven of life. 
May your lustre increase as the years go by : 

As you walk in strength may you quell all strife. 
Bring sun and light with no cloud in your sky. 

Father and Mother with protecting love. 
Guarding thy life like an angel's prayer. 

Breathing the thoughts that will lift you above. 
The dark shadows that meet us everywhere. 

May your life be a great anthem of joy! 

Circling you 'round from sun to sun; 
And the star of your destiny, my boy. 

Reach as high as the Infinite One. 
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GOD IS WITH US. 

Live in the green field of thought 
Where flowers bloom each day ; 

By their rich beauty be taught 
That God is with us alway. 

You need no book to tell you 
That God is the heart of all,— 

That he loves his children true, 
And listens to every call. 

Commune with thyself, O soul. 
There springs of living water 

Bubbling from God, source of all ; 
Drink, thou, God's son and daughter. 

Listen to the whispered words 
That came to the soul when still — 

Then the being with light is stirred, 
To know and to do His will. 

Binghamton, N. Y., Aug. 17, 1908. 



TO FESTUS ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 

My son, the years are passing swiftly, 
They wait not nor linger but pass on — 
And we know them no more as our own. 
But the whispered voices greet us, . 
Tell us of the future years to come 
If we are ready they will meet us 
With hopeful cheer as we pass on. 
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Adown the valley, in the shadow, • 
Linger ghost-forms of the dusky past. 
When past memories sit and ponder. 
And o'er our soul dark gloom is cast, 
But the power is still within us 
To uprise in strength and claim our own! 

The star of Fate with lustre dimmed 
May sometimes shine with lesser light, 
But Heaven is true to love and him 
That standeth white-souled through the night. 
A glimpse of the future then forecasts 
Its prophetic rays upon the soul. 

And you can see with the spirit's vision 
The great things God has planned for man, 
The shimmering light and shadow land 
Are but transient vapors of a night 
That come and go with brooding wings 
Covering God's light for better things. 

Then let us work toward God, the Giver, 
Falter not nor discouraged linger, 
But move forward with force and power. 
Meeting every obligation this hour. 
The finger of Time pointing the way, — 
Be up and doing, do not delay! 

For cause and effect are sure as God : 
'Tis the law of life, when worlds are bom, 
The great and small must obey these laws, 
Or night will enfold them as her own. 
The power to do grows less each day 
If we turn aside from God's highway. 

— Mother. 

August 29, 1908. 

75 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 

May Faith and Love, twin angels, 
Ever guide you to the right 
Become the sweet Evangels 
That lead you toward the light. 



STEWART'S MEMORIAL. 

Sweetly sleep where the willows wave, 
Gently swaying o'er thy pillow'd grave : 
Where sun nor moon can awake thy sleep, 
Folded in arms of the eternal deep. 

That form that once walked the earth in pride, 
Now lies resting by the river's side. 
That voice that once was so blithe and strong. 
Heeds not the murmuring river's song. 

Tread softly, with prayer, — 'tis holy ground, 

A form once clothed with life, 'neath this mound. 

Vital human life, vibrant with thought, 

Nature's nobleman, by the world untaught. 

List'ning to the voice of an Ego his own. 
Reaching for the scepter, as a God for his own : 
Playing with stars as a toy of the soul. 
Bringing them under His will and control. 

Where the soul that was clothed with this form 
Throbbing with life, buoyant and warm. 
Invisible something that passes away? 
When it leaves this house, the timbers decay. 
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O, where the invisible out-gone light? 
That leaves this house a phantomed night, 
Only whispering of a soul now gone, 
Singing no more life's vestal song. 

Mystery on mystery, wraps us 'round 
Like a cloud, dim, uncertain, — naught is found; 
The life-light that shone like the morning star. 
Now but glimmers in memory afar. 

October, 1908. 



CALLING. 



High hills and low valleys are calling to thee, 
The woodland in beauty is calling. Be free ! 
. Come out in the open and tell your sweet story 
Of God and the angels in all ot their glory. 

October, 1908. 



FESTUS' BIRTHDAY. 

My dear Festus, 
Your picture before me 
As I write these lines, 
I gaze on your beauty 
As my heart entwines 
A rare garland of love 
Around you, my boy. 
Like the flowers of spring 
For thy song of joy. 
Six years you have lived 
With Daddy and Mother, 
Now dear John is here, 
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And sweet baby brother, 
You are happy and glad 
With all to love you, 
Both Pa and Ma and 
The angels above you. 
Be happy as a bird 
Singing all the day, 
Is the wish of grandma 
As she sends this on its way. 

October 20, 1908. 



All that suffer wrong from other hands 
Suffer at Heaven's gate. 
But foJ: the wrong we do 
There is a harder fate. 



We will sing the song of Thanksgiving 

Our voices in praise adoring 

From morning till noon and at evening; 

The bounties of earth at our door. 

And no cause for sorrow nor sighing 

As blessings around us pour. 

We are thankful for the friends that love us 

And give their bounteous store, — 

For the plentiful harvest around us 

That bless us from year to year. 

Thanksgiving, 1908. 



We cry like children to be nursed and fed, 
To be coddled and warmed and put to bed, 
When we should stand like soldiers to bear the cross. 
Defying all danger and the sense of loss. 
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CHRISTMAS GREETING AND BIRTHDAY. 

(From Rebecca to Mary.) 

Christmas and Birthday blending in one, — 
May both be bright as the morning sun. 
Your heart has felt sorrow in days now past. 
But coming to-morrows bright things forecast. 

Sorrow is transient and lives but a day. 
Blessings are ours and they live alway; 
Sorrow and trouble live in the dust, 
Under our feet when we hope and trust. 

Great things of God come slow to the best 
While watching and praying, in our quest 
To succeed, in things that must decay. 
Burdens the soul, and shuts out the day. 

True happiness comes from love for our kind, 
A calm sweet trust and soul refined, 
A vision of blessings coming to man ; 
A trust in God, and His great plan. 

We are children in the school of Time 
aimbing up the steeps sublime, 
Where all created force at work beseem. 
There the great Architect — fuUfiUing our dream. 

The Christ in us finds place, and power, — 
Enshrined in love, this sacred dower. 
Is waiting its birth in you and me. 
Mingling the human with Deity. 

May each year to you be a birth of peace, 
A joy in living, blessings increase, 
Until the sweet harmony of life in the soul 
Sparkles a gem of the eternal whole. 

December 25, 1908. 
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MASTER MIND. 

O, master mind, touch thou the key. 
Bring thought from dark obscurity. 
Light the sool with wisdom's fire. 
Make each thought a holy desire. 

May waves of light my thought control. 
Each wave to bless another soul, 
Until each wave, a star of peace. 
Enshrined in light to bring release, 
To souls that see a darkened wave 
With none to lend a hand to save. 

O, soul of fire, that warms to life. 
Brings bud and flower from darkest strife. 
Give me the magic will and power. 
To bring to life this bud and flower. 

March, 1909. 



CHRISTMAS. 

A song of the morning, 
The light of the dawn. 
The spirit's uprising, 
The birth of a song! 
A tender remembrance. 
The thought of a friend. 
Comes home to the heart, 
A love greeting to send; 
Loved ones remember, 
Tis the birth from God, 
The spirits surrender, 
Unlimited good ! 
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SPENCER'S BIRTHDAY. 

Another year has rolled around 
And crowned you with success, 

But success can only be found 
With effort and faith for the best. 

The star of faith that leads you on 

Gives inspiration to attain, 
And you may sing your own brave song, 

Courage and work is my refrain. 

Now that you may reach the goal 

Of all you wished or hoped, 
And be able to control 

With wisdom each part within your scope. 

Then you can stand both brave and strong, 
To meet and conquer any fate. 

The will to do, no thought of wrong. 
With justice true to aU you meet. 

As you weave in this loom of life 
May your garments be spotless white, 

And all your days be free from strife, — 
Is the wish of Mother to-night. 

Binghamton, N. Y., March 28, 1909. 



My dream is far away 
In the misty past, 
A fair vision of a day. 
All too sweet to last. 
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SPRING FLOWERS. 

Little wild flowers of the Spring 
Bring to us love's oflfering; 

And the birds in joy sing, 

Of the opening heart of Spring. 

Lily, fairest flower of Spring, 
Brings to earth love's offering. 

And its opening petals white. 
Symbol fair of love and light. 

Flowers of Spring just opening, 
Drawn to the light through love, 

Each tiny bud that's flowering, 
Is opened to life from above. 

May the rose and lily, 

In our hearts abide. 
Symbols of love and peace, 

For the Easter Tide. 

Christ is love, and love is Christ, 
You the resurrection mom. 

When love's lily, pure and white, 
In the soul is bom. 

May the rose, and violet, too. 
Weave a wreath of love for you, 



April, 1909, 



MOTHER LOVE. 



The mother's voice should be low and sweet, 
Sweet as an angel's song, 
Luring the child to goodness 
Gentle, persuasive, and strong. 
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I would love as the angfels love — 

As flowers love the sun, 
Bringing out all their rich beauty — 

Blending in unison; — 
Would love as the sun loves the dew, 

Drawing towards heaven's light; 
Always nearer the good, an^J true — 

A harmony of delight. 



MY PALACE OF THE SOUL. 

In imagination I would build a Palace 
With room ample for thought 
And the most subtle workings of mind 
To this Palace be brought. 

Patience keeps watch at the Palace door 

And lifts a face of peace, — 

Step in, my friends, you are welcome here. 

My vigils never cease. 

I hold the key that unlocks this store 

Within this Palace fair 

And as you enter this sacred door 

Bow thy head in prayer. 

All the honored guests within these walls 

Through me have found a place 

Genius with work by patience taught, 

All great achievements trace. 

Poesy. 

God-like Poesy, come take a room, 

I welcome you, my guest. 

Oh, grant to me this heavenly boon 
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Thou'lt help me in the quest 

To understand thy ways intricate 

And hold thee as my friend 

For I would know thy subtile p^wor 

And thy great cause defend. 

You liric the human with the divine. 

Make God with nature one, 

Carry us through starry orbs of Time 

To tfie great eternal sun. 

Where the light of immortal truth 

Shines forth, a glory bright, 

And all the founts of eternal youth 

Are shimmering in the light. 



Music. 

Music, sweet sister to Poesy, 

Come to my Palace fair, 

Soothe the soul with thy sweet melody, 

Become a dweller there. 

Music and song are rich in power 

To draw the heart to good. 

It leads the soul to that mystic shrine 

In closer touch with God. 

Art. 

Noble art that paints the soul of things 
And brings theni to our view. 
On my Palace walls shall find a place 
Portrayal of the true. 
God-like is thy ^eat mission here 
Blest with a sense divine, 
You lift the soul to loftier heights 
Give wing to flights sublime. 
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Science and Faith. 

Science and Faith must come together 

Their cause is one for man. 

Faith sees God and feels him ever near, 

Science works out the plan, 

I would welcome them to my Palace, 

Both I would call my friend. 

Working together in unison, 

Two great powers to blend. 

The children of this union I see 

Perfect in form and grace, 

Knowledge and wisdom, combined with strength 

Armed to lift our race 

To a knowledge of God and His ways 

Through love and order found. 

Singing His love and praise. 

May the grand anthem resound. 

Mother Love, 

I would welcome the sacred mother-heart 
Who feels her g:ift divine 
Who mounts the stair of eternal truth 
With purest love enshrined. 

Every mother a Madonna should be 
With the Christ-Child in her arms. 
Folded to the heart of eternal love 
Sweet and guileless as its charms. 

The mother-heart is a casket of jewels 
Sparkling with infinite light. 
Gk>d gave her these treasures immortal 
To cover with wings of white. 
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This baby soul kid on the breast of Time 
To be rocked by mother-love, 
Carried on wings of eternal hope 
To the brightest star above. 

Mothef may sit and sing: her low, sweet song 
In my Palace by the grate. 
Weaving a garment for future years 
With golden threads of Fate. 

And the father, too, with brooding love 
Must guard this mother-heart. 
Sacred this trust to him imposed 
To this God-child— of him a part. 

When father and mother-love blend as one 
Then Christ to the world is born. 
And Love has found and claimed her own 
A rose without a thorn. 



In my Palace I would see union 

With difference blending. 

Working together with one accord 

Always upward tending. 

Each doing his best to perfect his art. 

Creators of destiny, 

With a lofty aim from mind and heart 

The grand purpose. Divinity. « 

Then a soft mellow light diffusive, 
That gives a touch of grace 
To tracery and sound melodious 
Will hover o'er the place. 
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And fold on fold of light unroU'd to you 
As the tapestry of heaven you view 
And all the stars that gem the immortal sky 
Will unroll their curtained destiny. 

Still I have room in this Palace of the soul 
For treasures now unknown. 
But the great Father-love will lead me on 
To gather as I have sown. 
1909. 



DESIRE. 



Here I sit and ponder, 
Before the blazing fire, 

While in dreams I wander, 
To the Land of Desire. 

Oh, that Land of Desire, 
Where in dreams I wander; 

I light its magic fire ! 
As I sit and ponder. 

Glory lights are burning, 

In that land Desire, 
And the soul's deep yearning. 

Glows with its magic fire. 

The fire of love discerning. 
This wild, mad rush abhze; 

Is ever turning, turning. 
Its fire in wisdom's ways, 
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Terrible, this fire. Desire, 
When left without control; 

This seething, burning fire, 
Scorching the human soul. 

As I sit and ponder, 

O'er this great fire of life. 

My thought dreams will wander. 
Into its blazing strife. 

Its fire tongues burn and scorch. 

Like demons to possess 
As on and on they march, — 

No mercy for distress. 

You have lit the fire Desire, 
From your heart's deep yearning. 

When your thought was to aspire. 
With no thought but yearning. 

There the demon caught you sleeping, 
Bound you with his chains of vice, 

And around your soul a-creeping. 
Like a serpent, his device. 

Oh this surging fire of life, 
That leads to good or ill. 

Bringing harmony or strife. 
To the soul that's free to will! 

Oh, for a lofty desire. 
To scale the heights sublime. 

To feel this magic fire. 
While in the realm of Time. 

Binghamton, N. Y., April, 1909. 
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TO EDYTH ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

You say the Fifteenth of June 

You came to this world of ours. 

Lit on this sphere of "beauty 

Among June's fairest flowers. , 

When the rose in beauty blooms 
Filling all the air around 
With its rich and fragrant breath. 
Then, this little babe was found. 

Came from out the nest of God, 
Wandered here to stay awhile. 
Live and gather thorns with roses. 
Tears to mingle with the smile. 

Mother-love you have not knowii. 
Nor a father's guiding hand, 
And you sometimes feel alone, 
A wanderer on the strand. 

But angel hearts that love you. 
Come to you in time of ne^d. 
Comfort bring in sorrow. 
When the thorns prick to bleed. 

May your life, like June rosee, 
Fill jdl the ambient air. 
With the fragrant breath of love, 
Like a gem of beauty rare. 

May each birthday richer grow 
With the passing of the years. 
And the heart throbs, quick or sloWg 
Find no place for sorrow's tears. 
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SAILING. 

All things are mine to g^ive or take 
As I sail o'er a silvery lake 
With moon and stars and sky above, 
With heart of beauty and soul of love. 
With kindred spirits by my side 
I fear no storm of wind or tide. 

While sailing o'er this placid lake, 
I feel that all I give or take 
Is but a gracious gift from God, 
A reading of His precious word, 
A song from out the heart of love 
A breathing beauty from above. 

December, 1909. 

LOVE. 

Love, the all controlling power. 

That possess the Infinite mind, 

Give me of Thy bounteous love 

That I may stand in Thy presence unafraid. 



MEMOkY. 

The dear long ago and the sweet by-ard-bye 
Are coming together for you tod I; 
Past memories are brightened as we near the goal 
As heart beats to heart, and soul speaks to soul. 
Intervening time is lost in the maze 
As we wander back to those bright happy days. 
When the morning of life just opened to view 
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Were filled with love dreams for me and for you. 

Each pulse throb a thrill of perfect delight. 

No thought of sorrow or the coming night. 

Sweet faces are imaged in the thought to-day, 

Sweet voices speak through the mist far away. 

They linger in memory, loath to depart. 

These visions of beauty that dwell in the heart. 

There was George and L)rman, Libbie and Clay, 

All in sweet memory I bring back to-day 

To cheer and comfort as the years go by. 

Companions of soul that nev^ can die. 

Thought blending with thought, peopling the spheres 

With joy and sorrow, laughter and tears, — 

Threads that were broken are cemented once more 

As hands clasp hands on that ever green shore. 

Poughkeepsie, N. Y., March, 1910. 



RIVER OF UFE. 

There is a mystic river. 
Bordered by the dreams of youth. 
Running on forever 
Toward the great sea of Truth, 
Where the dashing billows roar. 
Compelling from shore to shore. 

Break, O Sea, in thy immensity, 
Dash, dash, O Waves of Time, 
Make music o'er thy Eternal rocks,— 
Symbol of Truth Divine, 
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SPENCER'S BIRTHDAY. 

Forty years ago to-day you started on your upward 

way, 
Never flinching in the fray, 
iBound to readi the heights away. 
Sometimes the valley closed you in 
With sorrow's blight and a touch of sin, 
QBut destiny's star shone to win» 
Mountain heights and peaks afar 
Glittering like the morning star 
Cast their light o'er your way. 
Prophetic gk>ry in their ray. 
Their magic power will draw jrou higher 
As you conquer each base desire 
And look above for truth and light 
To draw you ever to the right. 
Sweet memories come with work well done, 
(Then, Thought-Birds sing to you, my Son. 

March 28, 1910. ^ 

YES, WE MAY SING. 

Sweet isongs of love and beauty. 
Sweet songs of grace and power. 
Making each homely duty, 
Bright with trust and prayer. 

Poughkeepsie, 1912. 

BEYOND. 

When I pass to the grreat Beyond, 
Where my vision is cleair and bright;, 

I can sing a sweeter son^. 
Basking in immortal light. 



1913- 



92 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE'S MESSAGE 



OTHER POEMS 



TO REBECCA. 

A tender thought thou surely art 

That wandered forth from God's great brain 
When Jove took captive every heart 

And bound it in creation's chain. 

I see the Seraph's dear smile play 

Within the azure of thine eye, 
And feel the warmth of friendship's ray 

Whenever thy dear form is nigh. 

Qh, may soft mosses kiss thy feet 
While walking o'er life's rugged hill. 

And angel guardians haste to meet 
Thy spirit when earth's pulse is still. 

And darling, may heart roses twine 

About thy tender spirit's brow. 
And love to thee prove all divine 

As Heaven's sacred marriage vow. 

My heart strings murmur love's sweet song. 
And life to me is richly fraught 

With feelings such as liveth long 
And lies within a tender thought. 

Written by my girlhood friend, 

— Libbie Lowe. 
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TO REBECCA. 

Lovely indeed are the pages you've brought. 

Most beautiful work of art, 
But the fittest place for a tender thought 

Is always in the heart 

When decay has wasted this cloth and gold 
And death has stilled this tongue. 

The heart keeps words that are all untold 
And songs that are all unsung. 

And none can write the unwritten word. 

Or the unsung song can sing, 
For the soul has felt what no ear has heard, 

No gilded page can bring. 

Then in remembrance of happiness past 

And happiness yet to be, 
Jhe tenderest thought of my heart I cast 

In endless profusion to thee. 

Side by side, in childhood's hours. 

The flush of youth we've borne. 
But I leave you now to gather flowers 

And I go to gather thorns. 

And if it be my death is sought 

My native land to save, 
Plant some sweet flower of tender thought 

Above a soldier's grave. 

—H. Clay Birch. 
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TO REBECCA. 

There are more tender thoughts within 

Than language will express, 
In this crude world where love is sin 

And souls are made of dress. 

There is more virtue to possess. 

Than vice to canker love ; 
And if we feel a faltering nerve, 

There is strength for us above. 

There are more tender thoughts within 
Than thorns to choke them down, 

And life has less triumphant sin, 
Than Truth to star its crown. 

There is more strength in tenderness 

Than iron arms can bear. 
More victory in virtue's kiss. 

Than vicious hearts can bear. 

Then let us trust the tender thought 

To warm us into power, 
While virtue by affection taught, 

Shall guard the immortal flower. 

— Lyman C. Howe. 

(My early friend.). 



TO REBECCA. 

This earth is beautiful and bright, 
If only viewed aright, dear, 

And life is one of calm delight 
If lived as persons might, dean 
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But often will this thought arise, 
This is a world of sighs, dear. 

And heaven is found far in the sides. 
At least so say the wise, dear. 

But let us take a happy look, 
And read old Nature's book, dear, 

And search it through in every nook, 
Yes, read the babbling brook, dear. 

You love the beautiful sublime. 
And music's merry chime, dear. 

The summer of your temperate clime 
And winter's frolic time, dear. 

You love the hills of emerald green, 
The brook of silvery sheen, dear. 

The pretty flowers along the stream 
That bask in summer's beams, dear. 

You love the hues that tinge the wcsf 
Ere Sol has gone to rest, dear, 

And love to view his flaming crest 
In gorgeous splendor dressed, dear. 

You love, perhaps, an honest friend 
Who will your cause defend, dear. 

And oft a helping hand extend 
And aid you to amend, dear. 

Whate'er you love or hold most dear. 
Or what you hate or fear, dear, 

E'en Joy'§ laugh, or Sorrow's tear 
Will bring you homt at last, dean 
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So, reason then decides that this 

Is sure a reahn of bliss, dear. 
Be careful then you do not miss 

Your earthly happiness, dean 

^H. Clay BurcH. 



JUNE DAY MINISTRY. 

The sunshine sleeps where the soft wind creeps 
All day through the blossoming clover. 

And the flowers are dyed in their June-day pride 
Like a maid for her coming lover. 

All the (arth and air have a^ gbry rare 

And a pure deep Ifeath of sweetness, 
And they softly kiss in a dream of bliss 

Time's pinions to stay their fleetness. 

My fancy springs on unfolded whigs 

And the bonds of care are broken 
For a few brief hours, and song's sweet flowers 

Bloom soft like a heavenly token. 

Where the waters pass and the deep rich grass 

Is spreading in glints and shadows. 
'Neath the strong oak's shade to-day I have strayed 

By the hill and the greening meadows. 

The pines bent low to caress my brow 

With a ministry kind and airy. 
And the spirit of rest came to my breast 

With the footfall of a fairy. 
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I had learned distrust, as each one must, 
Where the world-throng strays and glistens. 

And lips will jest when their smile at best 
Are but cloaks over cold suspicions. 

And I cried in pain, "Give me back again 

The truth my childhood cherished; 
Give me something — anything— -that will bring 

One thought that it is not perished/' 

And the spirit of good-will understood 

The cry of this human feeling, 
And it led me down from the busy town 

Many beautiful truth's revealing. 

It led me away where the laurel gay 
And the wild vine twined their fingers, 

And the lilies lave in the brook's clear wave. 
Where the sunshine latest lingers. 

And I said, "Sweet flowers, can your gentle power. 

All sadness and gloom dispelling, 
Tell me where now is the good and true 

And where is their sweet dwelling?" 

And the lilied wave a low answer gave, 

Each blossom became my teacher, — 
"With us forsooth the gold of truth 

Is coined in the heart of nature." 

There my soul found rest and the earth's green 
breast 
Seemed traced with the love of angds. 
And the waving leaf and the blossom brief 
Like holy and bright Evangels. 
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So their ministry brought peace to me 

And a vision of hope and beauty, 
And I came to weave from life's pure leaves 

A wreath for a crown of duty. 

D, ye who strive and but feebly live 
The life of your soul's high dreaming 

In the outer world with your jewels hurled 
To your heart by its distant seeming/ 

Come forth to the wood with the thirst for good 
That you need not hide nor smother, 

Come earnest and free, and find with me 
In nature a second mother. 

—H. Clay Birch. 
(Written about 1858.) 



TO A COQUETTE. 

She comes across the golden flood 

And stands in light before me. 
She brings a chalice filled with blood 

And throws its contents o'er me. 
Thus ever o'er the balmy wings 

Of sleep comes round my pillow, 
This fatal cup that spirit brings 

Far o'er the stormy billow. 

Then must I take this fatal draught 

From hands so soft and tender, 
Her lips will smile when I have quaffed» 

And curses o'er me render; 
O, why should she so formed for love, 

Throw fiery chains around me, — 
Who could the highest passions move 

Jhen mock when she has b^und me I! 
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But I will drink^ though it shall be 

Drawn from the poisoned fountain. 
And rest in death forever free 

Beside my native mountains^ 
Jhen bring the chalice back again, 

My fevered lips shall press it, 
Altho' the blood my soul shall stain, 

For hec I'U drink and bless it. 

— H. Clay BircKs 



TO MY BIRD. 

WiU my Uttle birdie teU 

What it is that casts a spell 

O'er his little spirit bright 

And makes him droop his Wings to-night? 

Do you long to breathe the air 

Of your southern home so fair? 

Does your memory wander back 

O'er a dark and viewless track 

To a home which once you knew 

Where bright sunshine o'er you threw 

Its purple rays of silvery light 

And filled your heart with pure delight? 

Do you long to sing once more 

In your much loved cottage door. 

Where the beauteous flowering vine 

The columns of your home entwine? 

Where bright songsters of your kind 

The tender of your heart can find? 

Are you lonely with us here? 

Can't we fill your life with cheer? 

Is this why you do not sing 
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And make our hearts with gladness ring? 
We miss your gay and happy song 
And could you only tell how long 
We must wait for hope and cheer 
To fill your life which's now so drear. 
And tell me were we over-bold 
To briiig you to our climate cold 
And hope to make your life so bright 
You'd soon forget the Southern light? 
But if you can't forget your home, 
And sadly from us long to roam, 
Your dark cage door we'll open wide 
And let you with the Storm-King ride. 
And hope you'll reach that cherished bower 
And long out-live the Storm-King*s power* 
— Irene Turnvr Johnson* 
Ableman, Wis., 1870. 



THE RIVER ST. JOE. 

A beautiful river, so quiet and still. 
Flows through our town supplied by small rills, 
A smooth, placid rivulet, peaceful its flow. 
And we call this bright river the river St. Joe. 

Its clear shining waters reflect bough and tree. 
Its shell$ and its pebbles are pleasant to see, 
Its waves and its ripples follow its flow 
And we love this bright river — ^the river St. Joe. 

As we stand on its banks and think of its power, 
How much of misery it caused in an hour. 
Think of the lives lost 'neath its still flow, 
We grow sad and thoughtful near the river St Joe. 
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The spirit of Peace has made the heart glad, 
Still longer we stand, forget all that's sad, 
We laugh and we sing to see its waves go. 
Grow joyous and happy near the river St. Joe. 

I have stood on the banks of the gay Genesee, 
Heard the roar of its waters as it flowed toward the 

sea. 
Saw it leap over rocks and fall in its flow, 

But more joyous to me is the river St. Joe. 
The dark old Wisconsin restricted in power, 
Its old rocky sides loom up grandly I know, 
Has chained my attention for many an hour. 
But more grand still to me is the river St. Joe. 

Should the Faies bid me roam o'er the far distant 

west. 
Or back to the cast with the loved ones to rest,- 
Wherever I stay or wherever I go 
I'll never forget the bright river St. Joe. 

— Irene Turner Johnson. 

Written m South Bend, Ind., in Nov., 1872. 



GREETING TO ANNA. 

Out of the abyssmal sea beach azure depths' shim- 
mering. 

O'er the suns with their galaxy's gleaming afar, 
So nearer our earth with her white light beaming 

In pure azure spaces, Venus the bright morning 



star. 
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iDaughter of Heaven with her occult light beaming* 
Like light on a pure brow and love in the heart, 

With her faithful white splendor true lovers are 
guiding 
O'er affection's wide sea heaven's light to impart 

So I greet thee, my daughter, amid life's wide water, 

In the pure mist-light of the morning star, 
G>smic gems have their splendor we see in beauty 
afar. 
To you the jewel I tender has the heart's own 
splendor. 

Night shadows dim not Venus in her evening splen- 
dor. 
The sun robes her in light and beauty so fair. 
Married in Hght are the mystic ties that n'er sever. 
And will bind the kearts of Anna and Festus for- 
ever. 

-V. IV. Stewart. 
November 28, 1900. 
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